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OKAY PLEBS. HERE'S THE 


SENSE OUT OF READING THIS - 


ME AND MY UBER-COOL BOYFRIEND 
BOOGA GOT ONTO OUR FAVOURITE GAME 
SHOW eid ge pag WE 
WERE JUST ABOUT IN THE SPARKLY 

STARPRIZE OF Ae ROF MATCHING 
MOUNTAIN BIKES, WHEN CHARLIE HAPPY, 
THE TURD-BRAINED QUEMeSTER TOLD 

ME THAT I'D GOT THE ANSWER WRONG... 


WE CHECKED WITH BOOGA'S 
BOFF erp a ANSWERS 


AND Y TH 
ABOUT ME UNDER HIS BREATH. 


LWAS INSENSED. IT COULD NOT 
FUCKING BELIEVE IT. I CALLED 
AN EMERGENCY MEETING OF 

TEAM TANK GI it aa WE SET 

ABOUT LAYING OUT A COMPLEX 
AND PRECISE CONTRIANCE - 


IE MOS’ 
GRUESOME DESTRUCTION 
OF CHARLIE HAPPY. 


LIGHT ME, 
80068, I FEEL 


IE NEED TO 
wnhaLe Be FLITE 


BRACE YOURSELF, 
CHARLIE HAPPY, THIS 
|S GONNA STING 
SLIGHTLY... 


+ TAREE... OKAY! PLEASE 
TWO... ONE... ZERO... LET HER RIP/ TRING NAPPEN. FIX IT for ME. 


Oe ne GET es Aa 
POSITIONS. TEAM TI 
Gt rh ARE gol’ 


®, 
mTnny \\\) 


FAB, GOOD LUCK, 
FATHER’ Ae MY DOVE. 


YAY! T JUST 
LOVE BEING IN 
TEAM_TANK 
GIRL! 


EALLY GOO DOIN 
CRUNCHY-WALL-TYPE-STUFF. 


IN THE TOWN SQUARE, 
THE ARROW FINDS ITS MARK. 


FIRE! FIRE/ CALL AN AMBULANCE/ 
FUCKING FIRE/ RING THE POLICE! GET A 
HELICOPTER! MEDIC! 


WITHIN SECONDS, AN EXPERT 
FIRE FIGHTING CREW ARE ON THEIR OH YES INDEEDY, 
WAY TO THE FRIGHTENING SCENE... MY SON... 


BOOGA’S EX-POSTMAN, SANDY KRAPKIN, HAS 
EVERYTHING BEEN WATCHING SOAPS ALL haat) IN HIS FAVOURITE 
(S$ GOING JUST BAR, “THE MAGIC BULLET’, WHICH CAN BE ioe 
SWIMMINGLY. IN THE SOUTH CORNER OF THE TOWN SQUARE. 


sANO IF YOU 
THINK YOURE GONNA COME 
ROUND HERE WITH THAT WOMAN AND 
THAT DOG ANP THAT GOLDFISH... 


re rae TO HIM, ON THE 
TH WAGES I ae 
THEN YOUVE Gi 
ANOTHER THIN 
COMING. 


SANDY KRAPKIN - THIS 
(3 YOUR CONSCIENCE 
bak goes! ie or 


TRAIGI 05S THE 
SQUARE TO THE CHURCH, 
y WHERE YOU WiLL 
2. CONE! ae YOUR 


) 


WITT 


DO YOU KNOW WHAT IT 
FEELS LIKE TO REALLY 
WANT TO KILL SOMEONE? 


WHAT YOU WANT TO DO. 


A DRUKEN 
EX-POSTMAN/ 
LOOK OUT! 


OH YEAH, lame 
PERFECTLY TIMED. 


—] 


THE FIRE AXE BRACKET 
ON THE BACK OF THE 
TRUCK - INEXPLICABLY 

LOOSENED, FACILITATING 


THE AXE'S EASY DEPARTURE 
AND SKYWARD JOURNEY. 


IT AM THE AXE. 
WATCH ME FLY. 


WAITING IN 


EAGER TO RACE. 


Ni 


a 
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MRS. BAKEWELL” - THE LOCAL FIRE SeRvICES! 
TAGE PRIDE AND JOY - 1S CALLED INTO ACTION. B cate ane watadtep 


ITSELF TO THE BACK 
OF THE TRUCK... 


.-BIZARRELY TRAILING 
OFF DOWN A DRAIN HOLE. 


+ 


THE TURKISH CANNON THAT Al 
ON THE WALLS OF THE TOWN’ 

BARRACKS |S FIRED OFF ONCE. AT 
THE SAME TIME EVERY DAY. 


CONCIENTALLY AT EXACTLY THE SAME 
TIME EVERY DAY, THE UPT! 
Lock WaTeHeR CHARLIE 


LO, IONBALL 
SHIFTED SEVERAL DEGREES TO THE RIGHT... 


AND HOWEVER FAR-FETCHED 
IT MAY BE THAT IT WOULD 
FIND ITS WAY TO ME ON MY 


AS UNLIKELY AS IT SEEMS THAT AN 
AXE COULD EVER BE PROPELLED THIS 
HIGH INTO THE AIR BY A TRUCK — 
CRASHING INTO A LAMP POST... :. WHEN THE SWORD OF 


RIGHTEOUSNESS 
(IS IN YOUR HAND, 
THEN EVERYTHING 
FALLS INTO PLACE... 


«THE WORLD IS YOURS AND YOU 
CAN MAKE YOUR WILDEST, MOST. 
HEART-FELT DREAMS COME TRUE. 


A GIANT VICTORIA JAM SPONGE CAKE. 
ORDERED FROM THE FINEST BAKERY 
IN TOWN IN HONOUR OF OUR 
SPLENDID FORTHCOMING VICTORY. 


BARNEY FLYPOSTED THE 
TOWN Baie oty ae 
AN GET-TOG' R 


ALOHA, MR. CHARLIE! 
GREETINGS FROM THE 
ISLANDS! 


«+ THE OTHER END 
ALSO STRANGELY 
DISAPPEARING DOWN 
A DRAIN HOLE... 


WELL, WHADDA YA KNOW? 
ANOTHER MYSTERIOUS 


BLACK CABLE, COMING 
FROM CHARLIE’S LEI AND 
LO A BAR 
HIGH ABOVE HIS HEAD... 


( 
OINK! 
«AND JUST ABOUT TO BECOME 
PARTICULARLY TAUT... 


‘TIL HE'S HALF D 
a STILL FULLY AINARE 
IF WHAT’S GOING ON. 


WE ARE IN THE HISTORICAL TOWN 
OF DOLENZ. SINCE COLONIAL 


IN HER RIGHT 
HAND SHE HOLDS 
HER SWORD, 
WITH WHICH SHE 
PRUNES AWAY 


THE DISEASED RIGHT ONCUE-THE 
AND DEAD WOOD TURKISH CANNON [S FIRED. 
OF SOCIETY. 


we NEATLY 
ALIGNED WITH... 


A FINELY CALCULATED 
DIRECT HIT... 


HIS WICKED BELLY SLIT OPEN 
FROM CHEST TO GROIN AND 
HIS ORGANS AND INTESTINES 
SPREAD ABOUT BEFORE HIM. 


COMIN’ DOWN ON YOU LIKE 
A TON OF FUCKIN’ BRICKS. 


OF THE TELEVISION STUDIOS. 
arom MINE |S NOT TO 


oo 


UH... [S 
THIS A GIANT 
SPONGE I SEE 
BEFORE ME? 


IW 


SWEET LORD... 
WHO DID THIS? 
WHY... 


OH MY 
POOR POOR 
CHARLIE! 


LET'S GET 


WE LEFT BEHIND 
THERE. 
YEAH, MAN, LET'S 
GET TO THE PARTY. AFTER 
SEEING THAT TWAT REDUCED 
TO A PILE OF BLOOD AND 


GIBLETS, I COULD REALLY SINK 
A SAUSAGE ROLL OR TWO. 


THE SUN IS SETTING ~ 
ON A BIG DAY, my FRIENDS. 


UNEXPECTED. 


CHEESE AND besa’ ri 
A STICK, A SAUSAGE 
EGG AND CRESS SANDWICHES, 
A BOTTLE OF BATS’ BEI 
WHAT MORE COULD YOU WANT 
ON A NIGHT LIKE THIS? 


TODAY A DARK SHADOW HAS 
BEEN CAST ACROSS THE 


OH YEAH: 
YOU MAY WANT TO 
SEE YOURSELVES 
ON NATIONAL Tv. 


OUR SURVEILLANCE CAMERAS 
CAUGHT THE ACTION 
AS (T HAPPENED... 


Peed AND eg Meas PLEASE CHARGE 
GLASSES AND RAISE YOUR co FOR 
THE TOAST OF THE EVENING. 


SHE GOT SORE AND 
ANGRY, AND SHE BLOODIED 
THE OLD BUGGER UIP GOOD AND 
PROPER I GIVE YOU OUR LEADER 
OUR HERO, THE ONE-AND-ONLY, 

. THE BEAUTIFUL... 


SLICE OF THE BEST Obes Goes 
SPONGE CAKE IN TOWN. WHAT ELSE COULD. 
YOU EVER WANT? 


«TANK GIRLS 


YAY, 
TANK GIRL/ 
JOLLY GOOD 
FELLOW 


OH NO. OH 
MY GOD. 


(S THIS WHAT I'M ALIVE 


OF YTHING T 
STRIVED FOR, HANKERED 
AFTER DREAMED OF? 


MY HEART IS EMPTY 


DEPLETED 
MY LIFE FORCE DRAINED 
MY WILL DEFEATED 


THE BLOOD IS SPILLED 
THE MAN IS DEAD 


HAS NO GLITS 
HE HAS NO HEAD 


A SHUCK 

A LIVING SHELL 
THERE'S cal ‘ia LEFT 
I SPENT 


I PISSED Tay tte 
AGAINST THE WALL 


COME LOOK INSIDE 
eg YOU WILL FIND 
NO LOVE, NO HATE 

NO WARMTH, NO MIND 


TAM THE EMPTY 


